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	Not Alone

Stanford should have known better. He had erased Stanley's mind to get rid of Bill. He thought he had lost Stanley forever, but somehow he regained his memories. He was so happy to have his brother back that the genius didn't even consider he may not have come back alone.

If he had, he would see his brother's eyes staring down at him instead of those demonic, yellow slits. If he had, the man in front of him would have his signature deep, gravelly voice, not this high-pitched, mocking voice. If he had, the man in front him would be protecting him from all the dangerous creatures they encountered, not forcing Ford to his knees at gunpoint. But because of his lack of foresight, he was about to be shot to death by his possessed brother.

"You think you think you can get rid of me that easily?" Bill's voice came out of Stanley.

"Leave my brother alone, Bill!" Ford was not only terrified by the prospect of his own death, but what fate Stanley will suffer as Bill's puppet.

"I wish I could, Sixer. Unfortunately, I'm kind of stuck in this disgusting, old man's body thanks to you."

"Don't you dare insult my brother!"

"You sure are indignant for someone who's about die. Speaking of which, we should get on with that." Bill aimed the gun at Stanford.

"Oh, pipe down, you," Bill said seemingly to no one. He addressed Stanford again. "Sorry, wasn't talking to you. It's your brother. Since we share one head, it's hard to tune him out. I wish you could hear him right now. He's begging for your life. It's so pathetic."

"You monster."

"You say that like it's a bad thing." Bill pressed the gun to Stanford's forehead. "Any last words?"

"Stanley," Ford wished he could look into his brother's eyes, his real eyes, as he said this. "Listen, what's about to happen to me isn't your fault. Don't blame yourself for whatever Bill does."

"How sweet." Bill's voice dripped with sarcasm. "Say goodbye to your brother, Stanley. Not that he can hear you anyway."

Ford shut his eyes and braced himself for the bullet about to be lodged in his brain. A gunshot rang out, but Ford felt nothing. When he opened his eyes, he saw the gun was no longer pointed at him, but it pointed at Stanley's stomach. Said stomach was now covered in blood.

"What…" Bill said in a daze. "What have you done, Stanley?" The yellow slits turned brown.

"Keeping you…from hurting my brother again." The correct voice finally came out of Stanley's mouth before he collapsed. Ford caught his brother before he hit the floor.

"Oh my God. Stanley."

"You think he'd…he would know by now…not to mess with…with my family."

"Stanley, don't speak. Save your strength. I'll get on the radio. Call for help."

"Forget it, Poindexter. There's…there's no point."

"I have to save you Stanley."

"Even if…even if you could…"

"I can save you, and I will."

"…even if you could…you'd be saving…saving him too."

"I don't care. I won't sacrifice you to stop him. Not again."

"I hate to say this, Sixer…but I think…I think the decision…is out of your hands now."

"Stanley-"

"Don't…don't go, Ford…stay with me…please."

Stanley seemed so sad and scared. How could Ford ignore his last request?

_Last request. _

His brother was dying, and the both knew it.

"I'll stay right here. I won't go anywhere."

"Thank you. You know…it's funny…I always thought I…I'd die alone."

"You're not alone, Stanley." He wrapped his arms around Stanley and cradled him. "I'm here."

Stanley rested his head against his brother's heart. He was thankful that he could still hear it beating even knowing his own would stop soon. He reached up to touch his brother's face, but he felt so weak now and was having trouble making it. Thankfully, Stanford realized his brother's intentions and grabbed his hand to press it against his cheek. He could feel Ford's tears on his palms.

"Tell…tell Dipper…and Mabel…" Stanley choked at the thought of the kids. He was never going to see them again.

"I will." Ford didn't need to ask what he wanted to tell the kids. "They love you too."

Stanley cringed as his wound continued to bleed out. His hand dropped from Ford's face and clenched his stomach. He felt Ford's hand wrap around his. He squeezed it tight.

"It'll be over soon. Just close your eyes."

"I love you, Ford." Stanley could barely speak above a whisper now. He looked up at his brother. Despite hating the heartbroken expression Ford was wearing, Stanley still wanted his brother's face to be the last thing he sees.

"I love you too, Stanley. Go to sleep now, brother. The pain will be gone soon."

With one final glance at his brother's face, Stanley let his eyes close for what he knew would be the last time.

His grip on Ford's hand loosened. He could no longer hear any breaths coming from Stanley. He checked for a pulse despite already knowing there would be none.

Ford buried his face into his brother's now-cold neck and sobbed. They both used to love the peace and quiet of the ocean, but now the silence meant there was nothing to drown out Ford's despair.

They were finally living their childhood dream. Now their dream had died with Stanley, and he was truly alone.


End file.
